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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 
66 LL aboard for the Stalwart Boat! 

Here’s yer only direct line to Patron- 

age! Don’t mind what that Adminis- 
tration feller says—his old tub ain’t no good— 
biler’s busted, anyway! ‘This is yer old re- 
liable line! We go direct for the spoils, we 
do. An office and a chromo to every passen- 
ger! Oh, yes, take the Administration boat, 
will yer, and get drownded! Garfield and 
Blaine don’t know nothing about running a 
boat, nohow. We’ve got the experience and 
the heelers, we have. Close connection with 
Tammany, when desired. No distinction on 
account of character! Step right in with the 
sluggers! Come aboard, little children, and 
we'll divvy when the Boss gets there! All 
aboard!” 

* * * 

Who is this howling capper, driving the 
representatives of the people into the shaky 
old hulk whose gaping leaks and wide-split 
boards are held together only by patches and 
bands of greed and self-interest? Is it Mr. 
“Jimmy” O’Brien, or Mr. ‘‘ Mike” Murphy, 
or Mr. *‘‘Tim’” Donovan? Not exactly. It is 
the Honorable Chester A. Arthur, Vice Presi- 
dent of the United States of America, who has 





left his post at Washington to come to Albany 
and lobby for his political partner, Mr. Conk- 
ling; to button-hole hayseed members of the 
Legislature in dark corners of the Delavan House 
corridors, and appeal first to their stupidity, 
and then to their cupidity to put his friend 
back in the office which the people intrusted 
to him, and which he threw up a little while 
ago, in a pet, because he was not allowed to 
use it for the benefit of his adherents and de- 
pendents. And, oh, by the way! Mr. Arthur 
puts in a word here and’ there for a party 
named Platt. 


This is indeed a dignified position for the 
man who, in the case of Mr. Garfield’s death, 
will be the President of the United States— 
crying his unsavory wares in the common mar- 
ket, like a very huckster! What lower employ- 
ment can he find, in all the vulgar byways 
and alleys of politics—unless he puts on skin- 
tight trousers and a red shirt, and hangs about 
the polling-places in disreputable districts, to 
scare away timid voters for the other party, 
next election day? What arguments does he 
use to the wretched mis-representatives of the 
state at Albany? Were his cause high and 
pure, he would have no chance with these men, 
who have violated every pledge they made to 
their constituents. Arguing in a shameful and 
wholly unpopular cause, what inducements can 
he offer them to brave with him the people’s 
scorn and anger? Has he not laid aside honor, 
in laying aside dignity? He is disgracing his 
office—is he too disgracing himself? Let us 
hope not. Let us hope that whenever he 
tackled one of the murderers of the Street 
Cleaning Bill in an Albany ginmill, he was only 
soliciting, on grounds of lofty morality, a vote 
for Mr. Conkling—and, oh, yes! the party 
named Piatt. 


* 
The Revised Gospel has been pretty well 
spread among the nation, within the last week 
or two. ‘There has been a sudden, and, it is to 
be feared, ephemeral revival of interest in scrip- 
tural literature which indicates a marvelous 
hungering after holiness, or a consuming interest 
in the nice points of the Greek language, or a 
profound dissatisfaction with the accepted edi- 
tion of the New Testament. It is not our pro- 
vince, however, to dive deep into the causes of 
this wild demand for the ‘Revised Version” 
which has shaken the book-trade to its foun- 
dations. It is only necessary for us to remark 
that the ‘‘ Bible Boom,” if we may so call it, 
has been productive of good effects in many 
ways. 


* 

Thousands of people have bought—and read 
— Bibles who never saw the work before. ‘Thou- 
sands have gone to church to hear what was 
said about it who didn’t know the inside of a 
church from the cellar of a safe-deposit com- 
pany. Newspaper men at their wits’ end for a 
sensation have found their account in writing 
up the new version, and gaining much spirit- 
ual edification in the process, ‘The men who 
hawk collar-buttons and suspenders to the un- 
appreciative public upon Broadway have fairly 
reveled in affluence for. the space of a week. 
The inane chatter of the boarding-house table 
has given place to deep discussions on Greek 
roots and the snubbed suggestions of the Amer- 
ican revisers, The cheap-library pirates are 
happy. Only the story-paper writers moan over 
a season, however brief, when even “ Ouida” 
would be at a discount, and when there is ab- 
solutely no call for ‘“‘ Midnight Mysteries of the 
Metropolis”’ or the ‘‘ Romance of Dorine the 
Dressmaker.”’ 

* * 

The political proceedings of last week at Al- 
bany, if we take them altogether, were not such 
as to make us particularly proud of the ex- 





Senators who sought re-election, or of the leg- 
islators whose votes decide the momentous 
question, It was indeed a pitiable spectacle. 
The most talked-about, if not one of the ablest of 
the United States Senators going around with 
his hat in his hand and begging for support 
from men of whom, under ordinary circum- 
stances, he would look down on with undis- 
guised contempt! As things stand as we go to 
press, it can be only by some remarkable 
change in the political situation, or by extraor- 
dinary luck, that Mr. Conkling can once more 
take that seat in the Senate which he never 
really honored, and which he resigned in a fit 
of pique. But why is Mr. Conkling, with his 
Platt attachment, so anxious to recover ‘that 
with which he parted so lightly ? 

* * 

* 

Does he begin to realize that without his 
Senatorship he is like Sampson without his 
strength ? Outside of Mr. Conkling’s own feel- 
ing on the subject, we do not see why he should 
be re-elected. In fact, there are a host of cogent 
reasons why he should not. We are perfectly 
well aware that there can be no popular govern- 
ment without a certain amount of patronage. 
It may be small or it may be great. Under our 
‘*spoils”’ system, it is very great; but it exists, 
in one form or another, everywhere. But it 
was neither foreseen nor intended that govern- 
ment appointments should be reduced to the 
level of mere huckstering and bartering. And 
yet it is such work as this that the Senate, under 
the baneful influence of men like Conkling, 
chiefly passes its time in doing. Mr. Conkling 
does not wish to go back to the Senate to serve 
his country. He does not wish to make the 
Chamber ring with his eloquence in the advo- 
cacy of some wise measure with which his name 
may be hereafter enshrined in the memories of 
a grateful people. 

He does not seek to reform bad laws. He 
does not seem to take an excess of interest in 
the Star Route disclosures. We don’t hear of 
Mr. Conkling as exposing Navy Rings or Army 
Rings or Whiskey Rings; his tastes run in quite 
a different direction. What boots it so long as 
he can make some pet of his a Custom House 
officer or a United States Marshall? Suppose 
the country zs robbed by swindling contractors, 
it is not of half as much consequence as that 
Bulldozer and Skilligalee, who have been ‘‘work- 
ers” shall be respectively window-opener and 
spittoon-cleaner to the Senate. It is very 
questionable if Senator Conkling ever aspires 
to anything beyond such things as these. If 
he does, his political record speaks falsely. 


* 
* 


This explains why Mr. Conkling wishes to 
retrace his steps. This is why, after sawing off 
from the Republican tree the New York patron- 
age limb and giving the Democratic donkeys 
a chance, he is so anxious to do his best to re- 
pair damages. This is why he writes undig- 
nified notes to ignorant Assemblymen, beseech- 
ing them to give him their vote. ‘This is why— 
if it could be done with a shade of decency — 
he would even now go to President Garfield 
and ask him to let by-gones be by-gones, and 
promise never to oppose Garfield again in any- 
thing, and to confirm Judge Robertson every 
day in the week. But matters have gone too 
far. His resignation shows the fatal weakness 
of the character ofthe man. It shows that those 
who looked up to him as a leader were de- 
ceived. But Mr. Conkling may take the credit 
of having achieved one thing. He has widened 
the split—for split it is—in the Republican 
party. Nothing now remains for him but to get 
out of politics at once, and devote the remain- 
der of his god-like existence to the cultivation 
of the ineffable curl on his forehead, and shot- 
gun tactics, 
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FAMILIAR DIALOGUES. 


FOR THE RELIEF OF AN EXASPER- 
ATED POPULACE, 








Everysopy knows the phenomenal perverse- 
ness, and, not to put it profanely, cussedness, 
of the average artisan or tradesman—at least, 
of these artisans or tradesmen who have to deal 
directly with the private citizen. The men 
who make locomotives, who lay bricks, who 
weave cloth, have some ccmmon-sense; and 
use it in their business; but the shoemaker, the 
tailor, the hatter and the painter are about as 
easy to deal with as members of a female luna- 
tic asylum. Any man who ever succeeded in 
getting his order filled as he desired it by any 
representative of any one of these eminently 
respectable trades may send to this office his 
order for a laurel crown, which will be promptly 
forwarded, C. O. D. 

We do not attempt to explain the occult 
causes of the strange obtuseness mixed with 
obstinacy, which comes over the purveyor of 
the citizen’s wants -when the citizen happens 
to wish his individual taste consulted in the 
transaction of his own business, at the cost of 
his own money. No, we do not attempt to 
explain it; we simply point out that getting 
mad and swearing, or even clubbing, will do 
the citizen no good. We suggest a system of 
conversation which is much more likely to be 
effective. The hapless private person need 
only keep his temper and memorize his part of 
the following dialogues, and he is all right. 
The other questions and answers are the regu- 


lar things that his antagonist is sure to say; and 


have been scheduled by a sufferer of long ex- 
perience. We give dialogues for single com- 
bat with several of the more arrogant and con- 
tumacious enemies of the peace; and have 
more to follow. 
DIALOGUE LI. 
WITH A SHOEMAKER, 


CusToMER.—I want a pair of shoes like these 
I have on. 

SHOEMAKER.—[It is no use giving what the 
Shoemaker says — we all know it. ] 

C.—Never mind who made these. 


eee e ee eee eee sees . eee 


C,—I am sorry to hear you say that the lea- 
ther of these shoes I have on is of inferior 
quality; for it shows that either you lie or the 
man who made them lied; and it is always a 
grief to me to learn of mendacity in my feliow- 
beings. 

ee er er re 

C.- No, I do not want them made box-toed. 

Tn 6a Kenies abe cane weeene 

C. - No, nor English round toes, neither. 





s.— seeece 29° 2 883 


C.—No, I do not think button gaiters would 
suit me better, 


see « 


C.- No, I do not prefer pebbly- goat uppers. 

C, ~Yes, I I know quite well that the shoes I 
have on at present are out of fashion. I am 
going to have my shoes made that way until 
the fashion comes around again. 

Rs sees 

C.—Do you really think it will be a hundred 
years before that fashion comes around again ? 

C.—Then I shall be all right. You will just 
have them done for me by that time. 





DIALOGUE II. 
WITH A BARBER, 


Citizen.—I want a light shave—go over my 
chin only once. 


BaRBER .—[Barber’ s remarks may be inferred. ] 1 * Overhaul your Lindley Murray, Mr. Lot. —Epb Puck. 





C.—No, Barber, the weather is not god. 

C. - You wish to know how it isthat I complain 
of this fair weather. ‘Truly, Barber, I have a 
most pertinent quarrel with the weather, in that 
it is not forty degrees below zero. 

C.— You will be satisfied why I would have 
the thermometer forty degrees below zero? Of 
a verity, you shall have satisfaction, and speed- 
ily. For if the thermometer were at forty de- 
grees below zero, perchance it might be cold 
enough to freeze your under-jaw in such wise 
that it clave unto the — 

B.— ... 

C.— Yes, Barber, that is w vhy I wou'd fain 
have the thermometer at forty degrees below 
zero, 

C. —Likewise, if the atmosphere were so 
frigid, you would try to elevate your own tem- 
perature, and would not have the coolness to 
shave my chin twice when I asked you to shave 
it but once. 


oe 62 e866 2466 9609068 


c --No, if I do not want anything on my 
hair, O Barber, a simple process of ratiocina- 
tion should prove to you that 1 do not want 
some of that pomade, 

ka Ao eee enee wane 

C.— Yes, I am aware that my hair is scurfy, 
I carefully. cultivate the scurf. It is thought 
aristocratic in the region where I come from. 


C. —Yes, 1 know that my hair is long. It is 
apt to — that way. 

C.— I do not doubt that you would like to 
eradicate my dandruff; but if 1 refrain from 
eradicating you, why should you not show even 
as much mercy towards my dandruff? 


‘tears 4064 oe eee eee eee 


PP ces saan shee: oi 

C.—No, sir, it is nota good afternoon for a 
man when he has had about a quart of lather 
rammed down his neck by a bull-headed brute 
of a barber from Idiotville. 

Pass decane gece meedes 

C.—Sir, 1 will zof go to the place of departed 
spirits, which are considered as words of the 
same meaning in the Revised Version, 

[More next week] 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 
SIGNS OF SUMMER. 


Summer’s here, 

Don’t you see the flowing beer? 
Summer's here, 

Note the maiden’s dainty gear: 
Summer’s here, 

See the folks rush to the pier: 
Summer’s here, 

Country board is getting dear: 
Summer’s here, 

And town is full of strangers queer: 
Summer’s here, 

Rural actors now appear: 
Summer’s here, 

And you'll find it hot this year, 


THE VALUE OF OPERA. 
One leaves the dessert with regret; 
The sweets and cream are nice, and yet 
One can’t his taste for champagne get 
Until he has an olive eat.* A. Lor, 








Puckenings. 


Conr-.1nG decorated his own grave. 





TTALMAGE was not born with a call—to the 
ministry, 





THE World’s Fair scheme perished of its 
true Inwoodness. 





Ir is a short-sighted Humanity that throws 
crumbs to a tin swan. 





A NEw powder is now used by most females, 
When the old favorite heard about it, it said: 
‘I’m paint to hear it.” 





ZESTHETES do not get married till they are 
between thirty and forty, They like every- 
thing on a middle age basis. 





Tue Oilymargarine manufacturers have made 
a contract with Sitting Bull for all the scalps he 
takes, to be used in the manufacture of Oily- 
margarine, 





Dr. Mary WALKER almost gave herself away 
at a meeting the other evening, when she said: 
“Let us assert our rights as men—as many 
others have done.” 





“Has Barker a glass eye?” 

** No,” 

“Well, there is something about his glance 
that is suggestio falsi.” 





ENRAGED omnibus-driver (revised, not King 
James style).—‘‘ Condemn your eyes! Where 
the Gehenna are you driving to!! Who the 
Hades trusted ydu with a wagon, anyhow!!!” 





GENERAL Howarp has stopped the Sunday 
excursions at West Point. He will have to be 
powerful pious before he retrieves the repu- 
tation he left behind him in the Freedmen’s 
Bank, 





Tue Greenback interest of Ohio is to hold 
a three days’ meeting in the town of Marshall. 
How the poor miserable individual will manage 
to kill time during his 72 hours of lonely vigil 
is very hard to say. 





‘Tue Spaniards have been celebrating the 
two hundredth anniversary of the birth of Cal- 
deron, It is sad to think that the present gen- 
eration of Americans will never be able to do 
this for Dion Boucicault. 





THE Manhattan Company does not wish to 
be bankrupted. We don’t see what it possesses 
to bankrupt. If the water were squeezed out 
of all three companies, there would be nothing 
left of them to pay a decent plumbing bill. 





‘THE NEW Norwegian Giant, who arrived 
here last week, wears upon his fore-finger a 
gold ring, which was presented him by the 
King of Sweden Mr. Burstadt, that’s the 
name of this son of Anak, has the intention of 
marrying a woman whose fore-finger will fill the 
ring. If the hands of the Chicago girls are of 
the same size as their feet, he may start imme- 
diately to Chicago —there he may be happy. 





KreEon called on G£dipus, the other night, at 
Cambridge, Mass., and inquired: 

‘Ymayete €5 Tov yopov tavrnv tiv 
éoméipav. 

"Oxt tavinv trv éonipay, 

"10@5 “ahAnv éonépav. 

Kaan éonépa. 


And he lit out. (Kai eSepwricer.) 
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V. HUGO DUSENBURY. 





HIS LECTURES ON THE POETIC 
PROFESSION, 


No. V. 


THOMAS Moore, 





‘To THE READERS OF PUCK: 
DEAR FRIENDS: 


My long absence from the lecture field is ex- 
plained by the fact that I have been bending 
my energies to the construction of prose, which, 
though more or less moneyful, is wearing on 
the intellect, much more so than poetry, It is 
with a feeling of absolute relief that 1 get back 
to the pleasant task of dissecting my colleagues 
in the poesy business; and I reflect with grati- 
fication upon the fact that I have only one or 
two more of the old-timers to lay out before I 
get ready to sail into those of my contempora- 
ries who have likewise the misfortune and in- 
discretion to be my rivals, 

The subject of my remarks this week is Mr. 
Thomas Moore, a gentleman who may be de- 
scribed as akind of Houndsditch Heine for one 
hapenny. 


[ am not wantonly yanking the laurels off 


the brow of the late ‘Thomas. I think him one 
of the best of the antiquated lot: he had ideas 
and was a good deal of a man for a poet; but 
he is one of those merely respectable profes- 
sionals about whose heads tradition has heaved 
the aureole of genius, and I wish to make it 
distinctly understood that he had no more 
claim to a free aureole than many other intelli- 
gent citizens. 

Moore was one of the few men who have ever 
had the sense to be born just at the right time. 
He turned up as a business poet just at the be- 
ginning of the present century, People were 
sick of the Popes and Goldsmiths and Johnsons, 
saying nothing in decasyllabic lines, ‘They 
were not quite ready to welcome a man who 
had something to say, and poor Shelley had a 
tough time of it; but they took kindly to any 
man who would say the familiar nothings in a 
new metre; and the dusty records of oblivion 
contain the names of numerous idiots who com- 
plied with the requirements of the day. Byron 
turned up, with some remarks to make, which 
the British public did n’t care much for; but 
he wrote album verses, and they accepted him. 
Besides, Byron had a way of making people 
listen, whether they liked it or not. Leigh 
Hunt had grasped the situation; but he never 
did much more than make the way clear for 
other people. Moore stepped in with a grace- 
ful compromise between the inspiration of Shel- 
ley and the style of the vacuous versifiers who 
wrote for Annuals and Books of Beauty. He 
was melodious, and he had just enough ideas to 

. Suggest intellectual power without offensive su- 
_ periority to his readers, 








many years, It fixed itself on the memory, and 
the conservative Briton did not feel aggrieved 
if occasionally a mild thought gained entrance 
to his brain, smuggled in amid the new poet’s 
agreeable warblings. 

What I have to do now is to show you how 
to analyse Mr. Moore’s verse into its component 
parts of thought and melody. 

Let us take the melody first; because it is 
that which conceals the thought, or the lack 
thereof, 

I think that Moore’s metrical style was 
bumped into him on the knee of some musically 
inclined nurse, in childhood’s earliest hours. 
He seems never to have got wholly away from 
the well-marked rhythm of 


«‘There was an old woman, and what do you think ? 
She lived upon nothing but victuals and drink!” 


It is upon this scheme that he built, 
*¢Come, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer,” 


and 
‘Believe me, if all these endearing young charms—” 


and heaven knows how many other warbles, 

In fact, Mr. Moore’s muse let her inspiration, 
as a general thing, into those musical channels 
made familiar to the English mind in the Eng- 
lish nursery. Her favorite ‘‘ melodies’’ were 
these: 

Tum doodle dum, tum doodle aee, 
Tum doodle doodle doo—,or doodle) — 


Tum doodle doodle, doodle doo, 
Tum doodle doo, tum doodle doo— 
and 
Tum doodle doo doodle doo doodle doo, 
Tum doodle doo doo doodle.— 


If you do not believe this, read ‘“‘As slow our 
ship,” or ‘‘ The harp that once through ‘Tara’s 
Halls,” ‘‘Fly to the desert, fly with me,” and 
‘Let Erin remember the days of old.” 

Now any of you who have ever listened to 
the conversation of an educated Irishman, with 
a pleasant brogue and a soft voice, know how 
charming - for a while—is his genial fluency. 
Translate that into verse, taking one of the 
forms above indicated, and you have the secret 
of Moore’s popularity as a manager of metres. 
There is not much said in this style of verse; 
but there is a jingle that catches the dullest ear, 
there are plenty of adjectives, run in to fill out 
the lines,‘and you rarely strike a substantive 
that is not qualified by a clause containing one 
or two pretty words. This brings out the pre- 
positions and the various conjunctives, and as 
these are all short syllables, you have only to 
exercise ordinary care to keep them out of the 











THE ONLY SCHEME, 


\ ‘A Lg mn 
' a V; 
DM) y . it dpe 


' ee! » 





Fair BOOK-AGENT, 40 VENERABLE MERCHANT.—I’ve 
a work here to which I wish to call your attention— 
VENERABLE MERCHANT.—Madam, I blush to tell you 


This melody was Mr. Moore’s strong hold. | that my education was neglected in early life; and I am 
It was, most of it, a monotonous jingle; but it — only just learning to read words of one syllable. If you 
. was better than anything the public had had in - hada primer, now— 


~~ 


accented places, and you can’t help being mel- 
odious. 

In the first stanza of ‘The Light of the 
Harem’”—‘*‘ Who has not heard of the vale of 
Cashmere ?”’—there are nineteen such words, 
prepositions, possessive pronouns, conjunctions 
and articles, out of thirty-six. The natural in- 
ference is that they crowd the thought, and 
the natural inference is correct. 

And now we come to that same thought. 
On close examination, you will find that Mr. 
Moore’s mental attitude was one of enthusiastic 
admiration for conventional beauty. As soon 
as he found that anything was recognized as 
beautiful or desirable, he went wild about it. 
The staple of his verse is made up of: 

Bells, 

Dark eyes, (whether in woman or deer.) 

Tresses, (occasionally ‘‘ locks,” rarely Aazr.) 

Magic, (of a glance, or some crazy wand or 
other.) , 

Myrtles. 

Nightingales. 

Moonlight. 

Fountains, (meaning springs, wells or cis- 
terns.) 

Breezes, (mostly perfume-laden. ) 

Mossy couches, (rocks or damp banks.) 

Rainbows. 

Shrines. 

Pearls, 

Vales, (valleys only when unavoidable.) 

Doves, (turtle variety.) 

Waves, (generally used in the singular, to 
mean wafer.) 

Memory. 

Green things, (for purposes of popularity in 
Ireland.) 

Chains. 

Chords. 

Harps. 

Fancy. 

Oars. 

Lutes. 

Indian and American proper names, (almost 
invariably misspelt and wrongly accented.) 

Peris. 

Here is a sample of the kind of thing the 
conscientious imitator of Moore can run off, 
with the aid of a book of Eastern travels—or 
without the said aid, if he is possessed of a 
lively imagination: 


Oh, where are the dews that on Chaldareb’s hills: 
Fell soft as the myrtle-leaf out of the tree? 

For the sighing of Soolkas 2 the Samardoom 3 chills, 
And the girls of Baloo4 to the Caubulim s flee, 


Oh, where are the bows that illumincd the sky, 
Like the love-light that gleams in the eye of the 
Bhoolh, 6 
As the breezes that laden with perfume went by, 
And the nightingales sung o’er the Bungalow7 cool? 


Oh, where is the magic that gilded the shrine 
With pearls that rupees could not purchase in lacs? 
And where is the lute like a Djoo zarp 8 divine? 
A bul-iz-zard9 has blown them to far Halli Phacqs.10 





Try your hand at it—and don’t forget the 
notes below. 


Yours meanwhile, 


V. Huco DusEnBury, 
Professional Poet. 





1 Elphinstone says these mountains are of exceeding beauty. 
2 Women are called Soolkas in the Gaudarim dialect. 

8 Glance of Love. 

4 In the south-east corner of the province of Beloochistan. 

6 Fabled sacred caverns. 


6 The henna-dyed maidens called Bhoolhs are famous for their 
loveliness, according to Niebuhr. 


7 Or Bungaloo. 
8 Musical instrument supposed to be used by the Peris. 


9 The Breath of Heaven—oriental imagery for a mild and sooth- 
ing local zephyr. 





10See Hades, Revised Version. 
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THE REVISION IN POLYNESIA. 











NATIVE HEATHEN.—No muchee! 








Wamba-wamba wantee Revised Version—Kinga Jim-a no good. 





REVERIE ON A HOTEL STOOP. 


HE stoop is pretty wide and long and there 
is sufficient room for a noiseless patent 
lever reverie, ‘The board is $30 per 

week and this fact adds a sort of Grecian love- 
liness and grace to the scenery—it makes it 
seem grander and more poetic, and excites the 
suspicion that Pan 1s getting in his little cornet 
solo behind the vine-clad woodshed across the 
way. 

I am sitting in an Eastlake chair @ Za Bern- 
hardt, with my gentle tens resting at an angle 
of forty-five degrees against a mouse-colored 
pillar around which the sweet-scented morning 
glory is twining with centripetal enthusiasm, 
That’s just about the size of it; and the lute- 
voiced wind steals upon me as sofily as a pick- 
pocket, and captures about as much; but it is 
full of soothing whispers—whispers that paint 
to me many a scene of the happy long ago. 
Yes, I see all the idols of the past in their orig- 
inal splendor catalogued as though about to 
be sold by an auctioneer with an intonation 
like a mandolin. And as my snowy lids steal 
softly over my amethyst eyes, the aforesaid idols 
go by in Indian file, skipping playful fandangos, 
and cooing like so many passion-freighted kili- 
loos, As the happy train vanishes in the flower- 
skirted wood across the way, the linnet pours 
forth his soul in a jocund song, and the bar- 
tender inside pours his forth in a cocktail if he 
pours it at all, and a horsefly lights on my nose 
and sings: — 

’Tis sweet to iinger in the mellow grass 
Beside the margin of a lisping stream 

And watch the clouds in white flotillas pass 
While nature slumbers in a fragrant dream, 

To list the robin’s song so soft and sweet 
Like ripples of an Eden interlude 

Float down cool woodland avenues replete 
With benisons of drowsy solitude, 

To note the fingers of the lazy breeze 
Play symphonies upon the languid ferns 

And on the bearded wheat wake mimic seas. 
With bliss the idle dreamer dizzy turns 

And thinks, as kine-bells tinkle on his ear, 

That Keats’ melodious spirit wanders near. 

Now, the above is not so bleeding bad for a 
fly, who has no particular ambition, and whose 
Aganippean spring is the stage-horse, which he 
takes on draught. But I land on him like 
Columbus in 1492 directions at once, just the 








| 





| of death you’ll wag yours! 











same. And no prayer is yanked in Sir Walter 
aleigh attitude either. Then the window 
gently opens and I scent asavory decoction of 
clam, my favorite marine insect, and then as 
my mysterious brown eyes open to slow music, 
I hear a gentle rapping as of someone gently tap- 
ping a fresh keg of beer, and I haul down my 
feet, jump out of that Eastlake chair, and get 
inside as fast as possible, grin upon the bar- 
tender like Aphrodite’s squab, and order a gra- 
dual exodus from that keg. An exodus, in 
which the amber everlastingly gets away with 
the foam. 
R. K. MUNKITTRICK. 


FILBERTSON. 


He Sets a Pun anp Gets Sat Upon. 
E got hold of a pun somewhere, and, 
after learning it by heart, forward, back- 
ward and sidewise, he traveled on it. 

The conductor of the gorgeously painted car 
entered. Filbertson, concealing his cruel de- 
sign under a fiendish smile, praises the fine 
effect of the brilliant red color of the ceiling, 
and the gratified employé tells him the name 
of the color. ‘Then is Filbertson in glory: he 
can scarcely wait for breath to properly empha- 
size his pun. 

‘‘ Well, then,” gasped Filbertson, ‘if you 
call this carmine, you may collect the fares and 
hand me the cash!” 

That conductor had been mashed, run over, 
blown up: he could stand explosions and smile 
at collisions; but his soul rebeled at Filbertson. 
He put up his punch, took off his spectacles, 
and stopped the train. 

«Make a pun, will you? 








Right in the jaws 

Betrayin’ your 
recklessness right on a train that may be a 
wreck at any car’less moment. Ah! you turn 
pale! Your pay’ll come in a minute. Your 
color is gone. Whites enough to call a judge- 
ment on us, should I be a greentoit. You 
may yell! O, yell! for a purp ’Il do it when the 
engine of his car lets off a little steam, or its 


blue through the whistle. We'll get red of you.” | 
Then he tumbled Filbertson out into a ditch | 


and belled the engineer to start. 
Joun ALbro. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CLXXIV. 
THE TANTIVY COACH, 


Ya-as, [don’t think 
I have weferwed, we- 
cently, to the pwo- 
gwess of coaching 
he-ah. I mean in 
dwiving four-in., 
hands. ‘The aw 
coaching club still 
exists and although 
Jack Carnegie isn’t a 
membah, he is fwe- 
quently in gweat we- 
quest to dwive one 
of the vehicles—he dwives so well, ye know— 
and he wathah enjoys it. 

There was a fellaw who was a membah of 
this club, whose name was De something or 
othah Kane, who, last ye-ah, and I think the 
ye-ah befaw, covered himself with a consider- 
wable amount of widicule by being the pwo- 
pwietah of a coach and dwiving it wegulahly 
everwy day to some neighborwing village, 

Don’t suppose, ye know, he did it because 
he weally liked it, b t wathah that he might 
closely wesemble some English fellaws who 
have done the thing in Gweat Bwitain, where it 
is a naturwal thing to do. 

He was aw just like an ordinarwy coach- 
man, 

He would weceive his fai-ahs and tips, and 
carwy parcels, and encourwage the village 
children to wun aftah the coach, and the aw 
dogs to bark at it in twue feudal style, and 
would dwive out durwing-hail, wain, snow or 
aw blow. 

He apparwently did not seem to care, faw a 
time, about the amusement that he caused, and 
he endeavored to face it bwavely; but the 
pwessure was too gweat, and he ultimately we- 
solved to give the thing up, and aw I believe 
sold off all the arwangements. 

But his coaching pwoclivities and his we- 
gard faw Bwitish amusements were too stwong 
to keep him long out of it, so that while he 
does not dwive his own coach faw pwofit, he 
and a numbah of othah fwiends are pwopwie- 
tahs of a coach that wuns everwy day to a 
place called Tarwytown, and carwies passen- 
gers and parcels at moderwate wates. 

It is called the ‘ ‘Tantivy.” ‘The coach itself 
is wed and quite a pwetty model, and it has 
the name of the places it passes thrwough 
marked all ovah it, so that one could imagine 
oneself twansplanted to England fifty ye ahs 
ago in stage coaching times befaw the days of 
wailwoads and electwic telegwaphs. 

Aw then, of course, it stwongly wesembies 
the coaches that severwal of my fwiends and 
welatives dwive now. 

‘They invarwiably start, ye know, fwom the 
White Horse Cellar in P-p-piccadilly, and cwe- 
ate much enthusiasm and excitement fwom the 
cwowd., 

As Jack particularly wequested it, I took 
Mrs, Fitznoodle with me, the othah day, faw 
a dwive on the ‘‘ ‘T'antivy.” 

Although it was in Amerwica, it was aw, pon 
my soul, quite jolly, and we enjoyed it. 

‘The Colonel | pweviously weferred to aw 
dwove us, and I found him extwemely agwee- 
able, almost as much so as if he were an 
Englishman. 

I am not quite sure that 1 am not mistaken 
in the charwactah of all the fellaws who have 
gone into this coaching enterpwise. 

Perwhaps they weally do it because they like 
it and not as a me-ah copy of English mannahs 
and customs. 

lf so it is verwy flatterwing to me, and | 
appweciate it aw. 
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Aunt SALLY.—Can’t help it, Missus, must finish this s’nater by Massa Beethoven afore I serb up the dinnah. 








RETURN OF CYRUS W. FIELD. 


WHERE HE HAS BEEN AND WHAT HE 
HAS DONE. 


NOTABILITIES SECURED FOR THE FALL -AND 
WINTER SEASON, 


M* CYRUS W. FIELD, who runs Mr, 





George Washington Childs so closely 

in-the entertainment of crowned heads 
and aristocracy of different nationalities, is with 
us once more. He has been very much missed 
during the late season, which accounts for the 
paucity of noble visitors during the winter, for 
—with the exceptions of the Duke of Suther- 
land and the Marquis of Stafford, who were 
taken care of by Mr. Childs titled people ap- 
pear to have terribly neglected the United 
States during Mr. Field’s absence, and the 
country has suffered in consequence. 

On the news of Mr. Field’s arrival reaching 
the Puck office, the A/manach de Gotha editor 
was instantly dispatched to welcome the great 
entertainer and traveler, and to learn what ar- 
rangements he had made for his usual Fall and 
Winter importation of distinguished people. 

The Puck man found Mr, Field attired in 
deep mourning and mopping up his tears hastily 
with a handkerchief with a very wide border. 

‘I am sorry to have intruded on your grief, 
Mr. Field. May I ask what near relative you 
have lost.” 

“It is not exactly a relative, but I feel it 
just as much, Is it possible you cannot have 
heard ?” 

“ Heard of what ?” 

“The death of Lord Beaconsfield. I am 
beginning to get a little reconciled, but it was 
hard—very hard to bear, and he had promised 
to come and dine with me next year,” 

“* You have my sincere sympathy ; but I pre- 
sume in the course of your travels you have 
secured other celebrated persons as guests, 
which may be some consolation for your sad 
bereavement.” 

‘I have, and it is this that keeps me up,” 
said Mr, Field in a resigned tone. 

‘Do you feel equal to giving me a short 
account of your travels and the names of the 
foreign potentates and noble men you have 
made contracts with ?” 

“Oh yes, I visited Tokio and was very 
warmly received by the Afkado Mutsuhito. I 
lodged in the palace for a week, He gave me 














a good supply of half-cent fans and a dozen of 
paper pocket-handkerchiefs. We got to love 
each other like brothers. He’s promised to 
dine with me on Christmas day.” 

“Did you visit China ?” 

*‘I did, and the reigning Emperor, whose 
father was the celebrated ‘Toai-s! un Ai-sin 
Kioh-la Tung-Chi, could not do enough for 
me. ‘lhe choicest puppy-dugs and fattest rats 
were specially cooked on my account. I have 
completed arrangements to run an elevated 
railroad round the great wall of China. ‘The 
Emperor has promised to spend the 4th of 
July with me and let off the crackers in person, 
but he won’t land in San Francisco. He will 
stay at my house in Gramercy Park, and I’m 
not going to let Childs have anything to say to 
him. He had the Duke of Sutherland all to him- 
self, and that ought to last him for a long time.” 

‘* Did you see the Governor-General of Brit- 
ish India ?” 

“ Yes, and I told him if he’d come to New 
York I’d invite him to dinner, He was awfully 
sorry he couldn’t accept. But I'll tell you, I 
have got the Khedive and the Bey of Tunis.” 

** You appear to have run chiefly on Eastern 
products, Mr. Field,” remarked the Puck man. 

‘Well, you see, | wanted to do a little in 
that way. It got a little monotonous entertain- 
ing Europeans all the time, so that I was 
obliged to extend my hospitality to other races 
But I have still secured a very fair assortment 
of European notables—very fair, indeed. For 
instance, I’ve got Ashmead Bartlett and the 
Baroness Burdett Coutts, the Marquis of Salis- 
bury and John Brown, Queen Victoria’s body- 
servant. ‘The Knickerbocker Club is going to 
give him a dinner, 

“The new Czar, too, was willing to come; 
but we could not agree on terms, although | 
offered him my house rent free until Nihilism 
blew over. I think he has made a mistake. 
Nor have I not yet given up all hopes of getting 
the Prince of Wales here. Kings Humbert of 
Italy and Alphonso of Spain, I’m dead sure of, 
and President Grévy of France more than half 
promised; but then he is very much of a com- 
moner. Altogether I am well satisfied with the 
result of my journey. It is decidedly the most 
successful one of the kind I ever undertook. 
No greater novelties in nobility or royalty will 
ever have been presented to the American 
people.” 

‘The Puck representative and professor of 
the A/manach de Gotha concurred and gracefully 
took leave of Mr. Field. 





SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 


OTHELLOo—<ActT IV. 





The agitated Moor becomes a trifle mixed as 
to the titles of his officers. Just after making 
Iago a lieutenant, he hails him: ‘‘ This knight, 
Iago.” —[Sc. 1. 





‘he humorous villain says: ‘* *Tis Lodovico, 
come from the duke and sea.” Of course he 
could not have come by land.—[Sc. 1. 





Lodovico is struck by seeing an estimable 
lady beaten in Cyprus who could, not have 
been beaten in Venice.—([Sc. 1. 





Desdemona, believing that as a matter of 
corsets a wife’s duty to conform to her hus- 
band’s taste in dress, submissively offers: ‘I 
will not ‘stay’ to offend you.”’— [Sc. 1. 





Emilia is not, as Othello suspects, his wife’s 
abettor, yet offers to become a bettor that 
Desdemona is a better wife than he is husband. 
—[Sc. 2. 





Cyprus rivaled Ireland in its exemption from 
snakes. ‘‘ The serpent’s skurse,” said Emilia, 
—[Sc. 2. 





Even in her grief and humility, the wife 
dropped into an air of foreign ease, for her 
knees were dropped to his feet. [Sc. 2. 





Othello, in Moorish metaphor and flowery 
fancy, calls his wife ‘‘ a rose slipped cherubim,” 
and asks her to ‘‘ Turn thy complexion,” an- 
achronistically referring to burnt cork, possibly. 
—([Sc. 2. 





Emilia urges, just when the wife is the most 
unsure of him: ‘‘ He is your lord.””—[Sc. 2. 





Unlike the others, Roderigo talks in prose; 
for, having met with a reverse of fortune, he 
feels unable to converse in verse.—[Sc. 2. 





Roderigo seems to see vice in every de-vice 
of Iago’s.—-[Sc. 2. 





Iago has prepared a little lesson to lessen 
Roderigo’s wrath, and, being ready to recite, 
asks: ‘* Will you hear me, Roderigo ?””—[Sc. 2. 





Observes the anacoluthic Venetian to Iago: 
‘« The jewels you have had from me would have 
corrupted a voier-is’t not so ?”—[Sc. 2. 





Cassio ‘and lago were to ‘‘ fall out”’ at half- 
past twelve.—[Sc. 2. 





Lodovico to Desdemona: ‘* Your welcome 
is honor.” Desdemona to Lodovico: ‘“ Your 
honor is welcome.””—[Sc. 3. 





Being bid to bed, the mistress sends for her 
‘nightly wearing,” including a cap; observing 
to her maid: ‘‘1 can’t go to that ’air bed with 
this bare ’ead.”—[Sc. 3. 

Joun ALBRO. 








In Russia when an author writes anything 
that the authorities do not like, they make him 
eat his own manuscript. And of course he eats 
what is written. But it is not known whether 
they make a printer who publishes anything 
they do not like eat his type, which would 
make him a pi-eater. 
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A NEW POET. 


E have received from Mr. J. E. New- 
kirk, of Annandale, N. Y., a poem 
which looks to us like the foundation- 

stone of a new school of verse. We have long 
been of the opinion that there is too much 
language wasted in verse; and that the modern 
poet is too heavily taxed in having to scare up 
a line of from six to ten syllables to back up 
every separate rhyme. 

Under the present system, poetry is largely 
a waste of good English; and involves a good 
deal of mental friction. 

Therefore we hail with enthusiasm the man 
who comes bringing with him a new scheme of 
verse—a scheme which combines beauty with 
economy of both thought and language, and 
which produces a style of poetry that ought to 
come pretty cheap, from an editorial point of 
view. 

For him we reach down the laurel crown that 
hangs upon the wall, dust it off, and have it 
taken in a yard or two to fit the size of his 
head. 

Mr. Newkirk seems to us to be that man, 
We did not expect the apostle of the new dis- 
pensation to come from Annandale, N. Y.; but 
this was only because we had never heard of 
Annandale, and didn’t know there was such 
a place. Now that he has turned up, we take 
him by the hand and cheerfully introduce him 

‘ to an expectant public. 

We don’t like, however, to flash the light of 
his genius all at once on the world. We might 
dazzle somebody. It would be better, per- 
haps, if we let Mr. Newkirk’s poem loose in 
little bits, so that we may have the chance to 
point out its beauties as we go along. 

‘The prophet of the new school of poetry re- 
marks in the letter which accompanies his con- 
tribution, *‘the luscious ripe cherries are in 
market.” This is not strictly true; the only 
cherries that will be sold here for a fortnight 
will kill a street-boy at forty rods—but the sug- 
gestion in itself is at once bold and _ beautiful. 
It furnishes Mr, Newkirk with the subject of 
his composition: ‘‘ Cherries,” . 

And here is where the first beauty of the 
author'ssystem of poetical reform—the econom- 
ical system—comes into play. If you give an 
ordinary good professional poet a poem to 
write on any given subject, he has to rustle 
around and think up, first rhymes, and then 
ideas and then a way of patching together the 
rhymes and the ideas so as to make lines. Mr. 
Newkirk is put to no such trouble. Having 
got his subject, he has his idea—at least all the 
idea he wants, 

See the way he works it: 

CHERRIES. 

Cherries red, and cherries white, 

Cherries black, and cherries bright, 

Cherries ripe in the sunny light, 

Cherries ripe in the solemn night. 

There is genuine economy in that stanza. 
Here is the way it is worked: 


Cherries..... ..and cherries........ 
“ce “ “ee 
arses One ee 
GE IEENE, os suwsks suxnnitce 
cai “ee “eé “e 


The man who, having got his rhymes ready 
to hand—and he needs only a rhyming dic- 
tionary to get that far—cannot fill out that 
stanza is unworthy of the name of galoot. 

Here is the second stanza: 

Cherries gathered on the last of May, 
Cherries gathered in a sunny day, 
Cherries gathered on a wooden tray, 
Cherries gathered in their boxes lay. 

This is still easier. There are only nine 
words to fill in, outside of the rhymes. We 
must admit, however, that we do not quite see 
why Mr. Newkirk specifies “cherries gathered 





On a ccvoden tray.” A wicker tray, or a paper 
tray, or a tin-ware tray, or an old-dog tray 
would do just as well, A leaden tray inight, 








a 


of course, be unhealthy; but why not say an 
alligator-skin tray? Nobody would mind the 
extra foot or so. ‘Then we don’t catch on to 
the subtle significance of ‘‘lay,” in the last 
line. Does Mr, Newkirk mean to suggest that 
there are “ lay’’ boxes for cherries, as opposed 
to clerical boxes? We think the new system 
needs some overhauling in this direction. 

The next stanza is: 

Cherries sweet, and cherries green, 
Cherries sour, and cherries mean, 
Cherries fat, and cherries lean, 
Cherries spoilt, and cherries clean. 

‘This we consider easily the boss verse— 
Sacile princeps—of the lot. There are only four 
words filled in. After that effort you would 
not think that the poet would have enough in- 
spiration left in him to go another stanza, But 
he has. Mr. Newkirk turns up like a trump 
with this splendid outburst, which contains the 
one verb allotted to the whole poem—*“ de- 
cay.” 

Cherries gathered for the play, 
Cherries gathered for their pay, 
Cherries gathered thus decay 
In the market every day. 


We now leave this gem of literature with the 
reader—all alone with the reader. We hope 
the reader will treat it tenderly. It will bea 
long time before he sees anything like it again. 
With the exception of that noble strain of 
which the first quatrain runs: 

There was Old Sam Simons, and Young Sam Simons, 

Who is Old Sam Simons’s Son; 
And Young Sam Simons will be Old Sam Simons, 
When Old Sam Simons is gone— 
and the other nine-hundred-and-ninety-nine are 
like unto it—with that exception, we don’t 
know any poem quite up to Mr. Newkirk’s 
*‘ Cherries” in its own particular line. 
Hence our present state of sound health. 








PRELUDE. 


M, 
SPLENDID Queen of love, with shining hair! 
me O Maud, so rare, 


So grandly fair, 
With thine imperial tread, as o’er the dead, 
Thou marchest o’er my heart, with love unfed. 





Why thy red lips are red, if not to press 

In love’s caress, 

I can not guess, 
Why is the grasp of thy white arms so strong, 
If to yield love to burning love be wrong ? 





Oh! twenty million hells; if love be sin, 

I'd hyave, to win 

Thy form within 
My wild and ceaseless clasp, which would not bruise 
More than a rose is hurt by summer dews. 


O sweetest Maud! Is it forbid that we 

Should follow, tree, 

Love’s ecstasy ? 
Ah, No! Yield, yield to fate and love, and rise, 
The Goddess of my Earthly Paradise! 


With lute and flute and tambourine I'l] woo, 
And wrinkles new 
Devise for you, 
To win my dearest love’s approving smile.— 
What say you to a week at Coney Isle ? 
C. C. STARKWEATHER. 





HERO WORSHIP. 
HERE seems to be just at present a great 
run on anecdotes about the late Mr. 
Thomas Carlyle, showing his sweet yet 
playful disposition; anid we have a few neat 
articles which we can recommend as authentic 
and touching. We give them ina form suit- 
able for quotation in our exchanges, and if 
these won’t do, we have more back. The first 
one belongs to our E. English C., the Academy, 


and is put in only to lean the others up against. 


* 
k 


An amusing instance of Carlyle’s plain speak- 
ing is reported by a hearer of it. An acquain- 
tance, with strong opinions of his own, had 
supported them pertinaciously one evening 
against Carlyle’s views, and was thus taken 
leave of at the door: ‘‘Good night, sir! And 
let me tell you that you have capabilities for 
becoming one of the greatest bores in Eng- 


land!” 
* 


* * 

A gentleman who had the inestimable _privi- 
lege of living across the way from Mr. Carlyle’s 
back-yard in Chelsea gives the following anec- 
dote of the philosopher’s genial frankness. A 
friend once ventured to dispute with some utter- 
ance of the author of Sartor Resartus, saying: 
“Mr. Carlyle, allow me to intimate that in 
some very unimportant particulars my wholly 
inferior judgement is to a certain extent at 
variance with yours, so to speak, as it were.” 
“Mon,” replied the grim old Scotch genius: 
‘‘ye’re a bloonderin’, doited, airrogant, frackled 
cheild of domnation, an’ ye ken naething aboot 
it. Git oot!” 

* 
* * 

‘* Sir,” said the late ‘Thomas Carlyle once, to 
a stranger who inquired of him the way to 
Bunbury-super-Slopperton: ‘1 do not know 
the way, and I am domn glad I do not, for the 
pleesure of disobliging you. But if 1 did know 
it, | would gladly boot ye thither, for a pal- 
averin’ eejot.” 

* . * 

It is recorded of Carlyle that whenever his 
next door neighbor’s wife used to send her 
smallest boy to Mrs. Carlyle to borrow her 
preserve-kettle, the old man used to go out into 
the yard and set the dog on him and remark: 
‘Now whatever of chaotic or chimerically in- 
volute, (in the infinity indeed withdrawn, yet 
none the less absolutely, in some sort, regnant,) 
may to your doltering apprehension seem, nay 
rather be, (vehemently on-forcing itself ever,) 
within the possibility of your vacuity compre- 
hensible, domn fe! grewsomely divining  it- 
self—” and then Mrs. Carlyle would come to 
the kitchen-door and call him in to stir the 


batter. 
* 
* * 


A charming anecdote of Mr. Carlyle is re- 
counted by a gentleman who frequently dined 
at his table. It shows the grand simplicity of 
the departed sage in a new and brilliant light, 
On one occasion the mutton came up overdone, 
and Mrs. Carlyle apologized for it. A guest 
remarked that the mutton was good enough for 
him, ‘ Ye’re reet!” shrieked Mr. Carlyle, seiz- 
ing the mutton and casting it in the guest’s face: 
“take it, ye fule!” This brilliant repartee was 
much admired at the time. 

* * 


* 
John Stuart Mill called upon ‘Thomas Car- 
lyle one evening, and inquired: 
“ Are you going to the ball this evening ?” 
‘‘Nae the evenin’,” replied the Sage of 
Chelsea. 
‘*S’mother evening ?” suggested Mr. Mill. 
“Guid evenin’!” said Mr. Carlyle, closing 
the conversation. 
And he lit out. 
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SONNETS ON COLORS. 


No. I.—GREEN. 
A startling paradox I here propound: 
I like the colors that no man hath seen, 
Both blindman’s buff and next invisible green. 
I love the color of the grassy ground; 
I love the hue which clothes the gentle mound; 
I’m fond of lingering in a verdant scene; 
Under the greeftwood tree I’ve often been 
Where Shakspere’s fool right royally hath clown’d; 
I like to see black sheep with black-legs play 
And gamble on the green—now miss, now strike,— 
As rouge or noir may chance to win, forsooth; 
I like to drink green tea by night or day; ° 
I dread no green-eyed monster. Yes, I like 
The color that reminds me of my youth. 
ARTHUR PENN. 








AMUSEMENTS. 





The Grayson-Norcross Opera Company’s performance 
of ** The Mascot,” at the PARK THEATRE, is a lively and 
artistic presentation. It is well mounted and admirably 
costumed. 

Mahn’s Comic Opera continues to perform ‘ Donna 
Juanita” at HAVERLY’s FivTH AVENUE THEATRE. The 
music is pronounced and lively, so likewise is some of the 
dialogue. 

“All the Rage,” at Daty’s, although not precisely 
quite too awfully all the rage, nevertheless affords amuse- 
ment to some people; which is owing, in a great measure, 
to Mr. Hardenbergh’s clever acting. 

‘The Mascotte,” as given by the Wilbur Opera Com- 
pany at the Brjou OrperA Housg, has found many ad- 
mirers, as well filled houses show. It improves on 
acquaintance, and will do much to make Audran, its au- 
thor, who is also responsible for ‘ Olivette,” as well 
known as ex-Senator Conkling. 

* Billee Taylor,” although there is not the remotest 
shadow of a doubt that he is a fine young feller, and full 
of mirth and full of glee, has lit out, for the present, from 
his recent highly luxurious lodgings at the STANDARD. 
He took leave of us last night; but we feel that he will 
come and see us again—indeed, we know it. 

To-night is a great night for the MADISON SQUARE 
THEATRE, for, lo! there is to be a change of performance 
after two years of uninterrupted ‘* Hazel Kirke.” ‘* The 
Frofessor” is to be given to the public with the usual 
wealth of scenery, double stage, ventilation, and what 
not of which the resources of the house are capable. 

*‘Sam’l of Posen” is becoming quite popular at HAVER- 
LY’s FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE. Of course, there 
is a lot of Hebrew jargon in the dialogue which cannot 
be understood by the average auditor. But Mr. Curtis’s 
impersonation is both an amusing and artistic one, and 
Mr. G. H. Jessop, the dramatist, is entitled to much credit 
for having written up to the star. 


Mr. Jas. W. Morrissey, who was formerly acting for 
Miss Emma Abbott, the sweet and energetic singer of 
the United States and Territories, is now connected with 
Messrs. Brooks and Dickson, in the same, only more so, 
capacity. Mr. Morrissey will have a whole firmament of 
stars to manage when the seasonable theatrical boom 
begins—John McCullough, John T. Raymond, the Vokes 
and a variety of other planets and asteroids. Mr. John 
Havlin will aid him in piloting these attractions through- 
out the country. 

The theatrical season is almost on its last legs—not 
from inanition, but simply from the necessity it feels under 
of giving us and itself a rest, taking a siesta, as it were, 
in order that it may blaze forth with renewed vigor in the 
Fall. At HAVERLY’s, BROOKLYN THEATRE, the final, 
momentous week was notable by the performance of 
Bartley Campbell’s ‘¢ My Partner,” with Louis Aldrich 
and Charles T. Parsloe, which formed a fitting conclusion 
to the number of excellent productions that have been 
put before the Brooklyn public at this house during the 
season. 

They are playing a piece at WALLACK’S called ‘ The 





World.” It is a very nice play, especially for those who 
contemplate taking an ocean voyage during the summer. 
One can then know the exact thing to do in case of the 
vessel foundering or catching on fire. It may, in reality, 
not be very comfortable, with but one suit of clothes, and 
not much at that, to be floating on mossy logs under a 
superheated sun in the Indian or Pacific Ocean; but, then, 
consider what a pretty dramatic picture it makes. ‘* The 
World” is in fine trim to run until Edison’s Electric 
Light is positively completed. 








“« FAUST.” 


NOGOUD, D’APRES GOUNOD. 





Just home from the opera—Dear Bessie— 
Old Croesus’ kiss still on my hand— 
Though I snatched it away, so unless he 
Is de¢e he must sure understand. 
And I’ve run to my room gaily trilling 
The waltz where poor Madge first appears, 
Locked the door, and the grief that is killing 
Me bursts in this letter---and tears. 


When last we heard « Faust,” you remember 
How Capoul at the box rolled his eyes, 
Though in front, with a smile like December, 
Mama sat all scorn and surprise. 
But, amid Mephistopheles’ bellow, 
You screened from the footlights’ fierce glare, 
Little me, and a dear foolish fellow, 
Sitting somewhat too close to my chair. 


You had helped us through hundreds of quarrels, 
Been blind, deaf and dumb, when ’twas best, 
And now—lest the stage hurt our morals— 
Shut us off from it—and from.the rest. 
It was awfully spoony, I know, dear, 

And my conscience—and rings—cut me keen, 
But Frank—weren’t the lights very low, dear ?— 
Squeezed my hand through the whole garden 

scene. 


And at last—but no matter—This evening 
He sat just across. —Was it kind ? 
Although from his dress—and demeaning, 
I’m certain the young man had—dined. 
*Tis many a month since I’ve seen him. 
He was sad—and, I state but the facts— 
With his friends—who weren’t striving to 
wean him— 
He went out more than once between acts. 


Marguerite sang the old *‘ King of Thulé” 
As surely ’twas ne’er sung before. 

Ah! Bess, that poor boy loves me truly; 
For the halcyon twilights of yore, 

When I’d sung him that rueful romanza, 
Came o’er him, I saw, with each strain; 

And—for me—ere the closing cadenza, 
I'd lived qll the past o’er again. 


But, Bessie, these men don’t deserve us, 
If they can’t march to marriage straight in; 
They turn back at things that don’t swerve us, 
And sink in sloth, satire—and sin. 
They won’t see that to-day the knight-errant, 
Young, brave, and in average health, 
Needn’t slaughter a dragon or giant, 
But to win us, must win for us wealth, 


Then, no matter how scanty his hair is, 
Here goes for my old millionaire, 

And diamonds, and dresses from Paris— 
For the past, and the rest, I don’t care. 

So farewell to this fraudulent Francis— 
One Mephistophelean laugh— 

Now my song—in my head how it dances— 
Shall be of the good ** Golden Calf.” 


Yet if Frank, dear, like Faust, should come crying 
That his horses were pawing the stone 
At the door, I’m afraid I’d be flying, 
Though Mephisto should play chaperone. 
But, ah! no. And there’s only an aching 
Sad void in my heart, and my head 
The ailment is rapidly taking— 
Bye, bye, Bess. 1’m going to bed. 
LV’Envol (Zxtraordinary.) 
Frank, I know you. A clever young student, 
Full of vanity, verses and—rum. : 
And the girl, too—wise, witty and prudent, 
She’d ne’er to such balderdash come. 
So, when next you write letters fictitious, 
Don’t —I beg of you, Frank—let them fall 
From your coat in a place so suspicious 
As—you rascal—that jolly French Ball. 
** ADAM CLARK.” 





LITERARY NOTES. 


The June LZclectic Magazine is exceedingly eclectic, 
especially in the matter of articles on Carlyle, of which it 
has no fewer than four, eclecticked from Macmillan’s 
Magazine, Fortnightly Review, Cornhill Magazine and 
Good Words. 

The North American Review for June contains nine 
articles, none of which is particularly interesting. Mr. 
Hugh McCulloch discourses on ‘Our Future Fiscal Pol- 
icy,” Frederick Douglass has some thing to say about 
“©The Color Line,” and Dr. Austin Flint writes on 
** Vaccination.” 

The Art Interchange keeps well up to its standard of 
excellence. Messrs. Arthur B. Turnure and William Whit- 
lock are the publishers and proprietors. Its illustrations 
are remarkably well executed, and its ‘‘ Literary” and 
‘Notes and Queries ” departments are efficiently edited. 
There are few journals published which present a more 
chaste appearance than this useful publication. 

W. Phillips & Co., of 81 Nassau Street, have published 
a business directory of New York City for 1881 and 1882. 
Much care has evidently been bestowed on its completion, 
and no office can be considered properly furnished with- 
out one. The directory professes to give complete lists 
of all the trades and professions; but we looked in vain 
for Editors and Politicians. Perhaps the publishers do 
not think these callings of sufficient importance to notice, 
but in our humble opinion it is a great omission. We 
hope the next edition will supply these deficiencies. 

‘*No Laggards We” is a novel by Mr. Ross Raymond, 
published by George W. Harlan, 19 Park Place. Its 
cover is light and airy and redolent of summer. The 
story fits the season as a well-proportioned little Little Neck 
clam does its shell. It is the book for the athlete and 
amateur sporting man who wants to know something of 
the mysteries of yachting, archery, polo matches and 
coaching, without having to wade through a sporting en- 
cyclopedia. Mr. Raymond shows that he can draw 
character, write bright dialogue and describe graphically, 
and we do not expect much more from any man who 
writes a story. 











Answers oy the Anrions, 


GASOLINE.—No. 

WILLIAMSON.—Yes. 

POPULUSQUE R.—No. 

G. G. Hart,—Thank you. 

HASELTINE.—If she goes to Manhattan Beach with 
another fellow, you had better Conklingize and ask your 
constituency to return you. ‘That’s all that will be left 
for you. 

J. B. HEcK.—Blessed is he who desireth little; for he 
shall not be disappointed. You send us a pun on “ nose- 
gay” and ‘‘gay nose”, and modestly remark that you 
want no recompense. We should wince to gurgle. You 
rather don’t. It is we who want the recompense, Mr. 
Heck. We want your scalp; and you will oblige us by 
sending it on with all the soonness compatible with your 
own convenience. 

Pop, McKeesport, Pa.—What is there in the air of 
McKeesport that induces such an abnormal development 
of cheek ? The next time you want to offer us an original 
paragraph copied right out of our own files, hadn’t you 
better select one out of the earlier volumes—just to give 
the thing a sont of hazy look of unfamiliarity—to take the 
rawness off it, as it were? We called Forepaugh’s 
$10,000 beauty ‘* The World’s Fair” in No. 216 of Puck. 

W. T. L.—Yow are one of the few poets of this 
Spring’s crop, whose cases do not imperatively call for 
the use of our contributors’ club as a discourager. You 
have an idea, and you get reasonably near to a neat and 
effective form of expression; but you haven’t taken the 
trouble to work the two together. You know exactly 
what you mean by your climax, and we think we know; 
but if you want the public to get a chance to take it in, 


.through the medium of these columns, you must recon- 


struct the last stanza. 
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Jou like the place ?” 





HON. EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 


He Hears oF Roscoe’s RESIGNATION. —Is 
DISGUSTED, AND GOES BACK TO SEE 
THE PRESIDENT. 





HEW! Well, this is rough! 
The boys have gone back on me. 
When I left Washington, [ was as- 
sured that everything was harmonious, and that 
that condition of amity would be maintained 
—as long as the apple-jack lasted. 

I suppose the apple-jack gave out. 

I’m blowed if I ain’t just about wild. I don’t 
know whether I am heels up or head down. 
I wouldn’t have had this rumpus happen just 
now for 50 cents. 

Assoon as I heard that Roscoe had resigned, 
I rushed down to Washington, and went straight 
to the President. 

“ What’s the fracas now ?” I asked. 

‘Well, that’s just what I’d like to know,” 
said Mr. Garfield. ‘I can’t please everybody, 
and it’s no use trying. 1 give it up. Roscoe 
wants me to do one thing, and James G., an- 
other. No man can serve two masters, you 
know. ‘There’s scripture for that. I’d like to 
please ’em both, but Ros., he’s so dum obsti- 
nate, and Jim’s so chuckle-headed —I’m—well, 
my life’s just worried out of me and that’s a 
fact. I’d like to sell out. The business is 
profitable, but I consider my peace of mind 
worth something. I’m blowed if I wouldn’t 
rather have the gout- on both feet. They’re 
good boys, too, you know, only Jim, he is 
such a lunkhead, and Roscoe is so full of 
cranks and ructions, I—you don’t know of any 
feller that would like to buy me out, do you?” 

‘Well, no, I don’t. I’m disgusted myself. 
We had such a good time when I was down 
here last, and the boys all promised to behave 
themselves and now to think how they go and 
cut up. What does Mr. Blaine say about it ?” 

“OQ Jim, he’s as tickled as a calf over a 
bucket of new milk. He punches me in the 
ribs, and says, ‘I told youso! Wedidit. I'll 
take the strut out of the gobbler yet, if I live 
long enough.’ Then I chide him gently, and 
tell him that he shouldn’t manifest such a 
malevolent spirit; but its no use—he chuckles 
all the same, and pokes my ribs again, and 
says, ‘ We did it, we did it!’” 

** Tt is very sad,” says I. 

‘Yes, it is like that sect of the Jews, you 
know —It is Sad-u-cee—See? Sad you see! 
Ha, ha! He,he! Ho, ho! Haw, haw! My; 
but it’s rough, I wish I could sell out.” 

‘IT suppose Conkling will be returned,” 
said I, 

“Well, I don’t know,” said the President, 
again lapsing into facetiousness. ‘‘He may 
live.” 

‘é O 1"? 

‘And then he may not. Political life is 
very uncertain, You don’t think Dana would 
care for the place, do you? I’d sell out ata 
bargain. ‘The situation is a good one for fel- 
lows that are’ used to hard knocks, I’m too 
tender, My ribs are sore as a boil now where 
James punches me. 1’m willing to mind one 
boss, but when it comes to two, and both such 
contrary dogs, I - it’s too much, How would 


“Me Pp” 

“Yes, you.” 

* Well,” said I, *‘ you flatter me. ‘Time was 
when I did think I would like to be President, 
and, you may remember I was one of the de- 
feated candidates last Fall—” 

“Is that so—I didn’t remember—I have had 
so much trouble lately that I have forgotten 
almost everything. Uneasy lies the head that 
wears the Presidential trousers, Well, what do 
you say ?” 








** About the presidency ?” 


** Yes—I'll sell out dog cheap.” 

‘“No, thank you. I have no desire to end 
my life in that way.” 

“ The country would give youa big funeral.” 

“Yes, I dare say, but I must decline, all the 
same. ‘Tell me, can we not reconcile the bel- 
ligerents ?” 

“What, Jim and Roscoe? Not much. 
They'll fight like cats and dogs all their lives. 
When I made Blaine Secretary of State, I sup- 
posed that Roscoe would understand that he 
was snubbed, and keep quiet, but he kept put- 
ting his oar in and was bound I should mind 
him, and let Blaine rip—and Jim Secretary of 
State, too, mind you. It wasn’t my fault that 
I was nominated and elected President. I 
was pushed into the place against my will. It 
pays well, but this infernal worry is too much. 
If Blaine don’t let my ribs alone I[’ll club him. 
You don’t think Sprague would like the place, 
eh?” : 

‘* What, if Conkling is returned ?” 

** Yes, certainly—that would be a circus for 
the nation—fun for the million, They say 
Conkling is going into the anti-monopoly busi- 
ness, That’sajoke. If he couldn’t monopo- 
lize things, he’d die.” 

“T see that it is his intention to go back to 
Albany and vindicate himself.” 

‘‘Is that so? Well, I didn’t suppose he was 
of such a ‘vindictive’ disposition, ‘They’re 
not bad boys, you know—only hot-headed, 
and full-blooded, and each bound to have his 
own way. I like ’em both, and I’d be glad to 
please ’em both, but I must mind the Secre- 
tary, you know, because I take my orders from 
him, and not from Roscoe, don’t you see ?” 

‘“‘ Perhaps you could sell out to Mahone,” I 
suggested. 

“©Q, dear no—He wants to sell out himself. 
I wouldn’t mind staying on if I could be Presi- 
dent all alone by myself, but when there are 
so many Presidents, it goes hard with me. I 
do feel easier now since Roscoe resigned, be- 
cause I’m not badgered any more in that 
quarter. I don’t know who the President is, 
half the time. That’s why I insisted on letters 
of introduction, so that I might know whether 
I was myself or somebody else. Good bye. 
Remember me to the Temperance ladies. of 
New York and Brooklyn.” 

Then I took my sad and sorrowful departure, 
and now I am waiting further developments. 





Yours patiently, 
EruHRAIM MUGGINS., 








POKER-INSURANCE. 


“James McLaughlin, of Wellston, Ohio, fell 
through a bridge while on an excursion train, 
and got $53.57.” 

‘“‘And W. E. Atkins, of Texas,” said the sad 
passenger, “was thrown from a mule and got 
$200 clean money.” 

«The bicycle beats the railroad and the mule 
bangs the bicycle,” the man on the wood-box 
said, ‘‘and Alonzo Beaman, of Oskaloosa, Iowa, 
didn’t have any mule so he knocked himself 
down with a bull— $30.” 

«‘Wasn’t much of a bull market that day,” 
said the man with the sample cases. 

‘“W, H. Holmes, of Davenport, Iowa, got as 
much as that for falling down stairs.” 

‘Early in the morning ?” asked the fat pas- 
senger. 

‘Paper doesn’t say,” replied the man with 
the sample cases. ‘‘ But here is Allison Will- 
mer, of Baltimore, ‘broke his toe while bathing’ 


and got $74.” 
‘¢ Allison must have bathed in terribly hard 


water,” the sad passenger said. 

“Must have been swimming dog fashion,” 
the tall, thin passenger said, ‘‘and the water 
shoaled on him.” 


’ 





‘“Maybe he tried to soap his back with his 
heels,” the fat passenger said. ‘But fora nice, 
cheap accident, try the cinder lay; George 
Howland, of Flint, Mich. picked up a hot - 
cinder with his eye-- $30.” 

““W. H. Perkins, of Owensboro, Ky., zot the 
cheapest call on the board,” said the man on 
the wood-box, ‘dropped a barrel on his foot 
for $15.” ; 

‘‘Whiskey barrel? or pork barrel?” asked the 
Reverend. 

“Paper doesn’t say,” said the man on the 
wood-box. ‘Here is Mr. Lovenstein, of Rich- 
mond, Va., hurt his leg while getting out of his 
berth on steamer, $25.71.” 

**P. S. Barnes, of Ellery, N. Y., made a cata- 
pult of himself on an icy place and fired himself 
against the sidewalk,” said the sad passenger. 

‘*Ninety dollars, Mr. Barnes,” added the 
man on the wood-box, “ but Charles Home- 
wood, of Westfield, N. Y.—-” 

‘I know the village,” said the Jester, “that’s 
where John Minton’s people live.” 

“Well, Charles he needed a little exercise 
one day, so he kicked himself with a horse—” 
‘Whole horse?” asked the fat passenger. 

**Guess not; only sixty dollars’ worth,” 

*‘T’ll see your little sixty dollar kick,” said 
the tall, thin passenger, ‘and go you G. C, 
Allen, of Jamestown, N. Y., better, who fell 
down stairs and scooped in $83.43.” 

“And [’ll raise you Adam Campbell, of 
Baltimore,” said the fat passenger, ‘ who fell 
out of a sleigh to the extent of an even $90 bill.” 

** T will lift you a little,” said the sad passen- 
ger, ‘with Mr, Gillespie, of Buffalo, who sat on 
his wrist on the sidewalk, and they set it up to 
him $105.” 

‘Mr. Gillespie is no good in this pot,” said 
the man on the wood-box, “ for I'll just raise 
you R. B, Magee, of Oil City, Pa., who hurt 
his knee and got a $240 plaster for it.” 

** Hurt his knee ?” asked the cross passenger. 

“Yes, sir, hurt his knee. Prayed so much 
he wore it out.” 

“© In Oil City ?” asked the woman who talks 
bass. 

‘* All the same,” said the fat passenger, ‘‘ it 
takes you more than that to come in, because 
I'l] just put up Francis Hubert, of Montgomery, 
Alabama. He only ‘fell from a chair,’ but it 
takes $390 to call him.” 

“© T call him,” said the man on the wood-box 
“with ‘Thomas Wiley, of Elizabeth, Pennsyl- 
vania, ‘who broke through a stairway and 
broke his leg—’”’ 

‘* His or hers ?” asked the Jester. 

“‘ Here, what are you talking about, ‘Thomas 
Wiley ?” 

“ Weli, you said Elizabeth—” 

“ $390 is what set ‘Thomas's leg.” 

“‘}’ll raise you all out,” said the woman who 
talks bass. ‘“‘Evan R. Trotaway, Augusta, 
Maine, and it takes you $6,000 to come ia,” 

“That takes the pot,” said the man on thg 
wood-box. ‘I don’t want no more cards, 
What was the matter of Evan ?” 

‘‘ Blowed up with a steamboat boiler and 
killed,” said the woman who talks bass.— Rodert 
J. Burdette, in Hawkeye, 








Why Wear Plasters? 

They may relieve, but they can’t cure that lame back, for the 
kidneys are the trouble, and you want a remedy to act directly on 
their secretions, to purify and restore their healthy condition. 
Kidney: Wort has that specific action. See large advertisement. 


FINE SILK HATS, $3.20; worth $5.00; DERBIES, 
$1.90; worth $3.00. 15 New Church Street, up stairs. 
THE PUBLICATION OF PUCK’S NEW SERIAL, 

ENTITLED: 

‘ . . . 
“Androscoggin Jim and His Love,” 
WHICH WILL 
ANNEX THE CREAM-CAKE, 

IS UNAVOIDABLY POSTPONED TILL NEXT 
WEEK, JUNE 8ru. 
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HEN you want 
Ginger, don’t 
ask for Jamai- 

ca Ginger or Ginger 
but ask for the 


ENUINE 


PHILADELPHIA 


INGER 
Frederick Brown. 
It is the ONLY re- 


liable and Genuine 
and will give relief 


Cramps, Colic, 
Stomach-Ache 


AND ALL 


Stomach Disorders. 


REMEMBER! 
Always ASK FOR 


Frederick Brown's 


CINCER, 
THE GENUINE—PHILAD’A. 














STRAITON & STORM’S 


= LATEST 


Roval Owl Seqars 


The finest they have ever produced. 


Royal Owl Cigarettes, 


ALL HAVANA TOBACCO, 


FREE FROM ALL ADULTERATIONS, AND GUARAN- 
TEED AS FINE AS CAN BE MADE FROM TOBACCO. 





Smokers will find the Ow. Havana CiGAretres Pure Rice 
Paper Wrappers, the best of the kind offered for sale. 


ConkLinG had a little man, 
His name was T. C, Platt, 

And everything that Roscoe did 
This man would sure be at. 

He followed him right out the doors 
And started home for York; 

It made the people laugh and roar 
And caused a heap of talk. 


Why does the man love Roscoe so ? 
What is ’t this story teaches ? 
Tis this, that Roscoe carries Platt 
In the pocket of his breeches. 
—Boston Transcript. 


PauL Hayne’s book of poems is in course 
of erection. The scaffolding has already been 
adjusted, and laborers in ultramarine overalls 
and delicately under-glazed liver pads are can- 
tering up and down the golden stairs with hods 
of mortar, and pirouetting around the cornices 
with childlike enthusiasm. The floors have 
been laid and the lathwork plastered, with the 
exception of that in the bath-room, which will 
be attended to next week. ‘The folding doors 
seem to fold all right, and the dumb waiter 
works like a beaver. The marble mantel in 
the parlor shines like Venetian red lemonade 
at a country circus, and when a picture of 
Washington crossing the Delaware is hung over 
it the effect will be one not easily gotten away 
with by the everlasting word-painter. The 
piazza has received one coat of Payne’s gray, 
and nasturtiums and honeysuckles have been 
planted near the bay window, which is a very 
sweet-scented affair, and has the eternal bulge 
on anything of the kind in the locality. The 
edifice will be supplied with all the modern 
improvements, including hot and cold water 
and whiskey. Arabesqued Brussels will lie on 
the floor, even as the agent will lie on every 
occasion. A cast-iron Aphrodite will shoot a 
great many crystalline squirts through Aurora’s 
mantle of airy gold, and if the laborers don’t 
strike for more shekels it will be dedicated to 
Fitznoodle and turned loose on the 1st of Octo- 
ber.—R. K. Munkittrich i: Commercial Advertiser. 





Wc know that there is nothing on earth equal to Hop Bitters as 
a family medicine. 





For 25 cents complete cure of hard or soft corns by use of Ger- 
man Corn Remover. Sold by druggists. 





‘«Can you tell me, sir, whichi the other side of the street ?”’ On 
being told that it was across the way, the tight one said: ‘* ‘I hat?s 
what I said, but a fellow over there, smoking Blackwell’s 
Pragregs Durham Bull Smoking Tobacco, sent me 
over here 





Angostura Bitters, the world renowned appetizer and 
invigorator. Used now over the whole civilized world. Try it, 
but beware of imitations. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons 
J . Hancox, 51 Broadway, 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are 
to appear. PUBLISHERS «“ PUCK.” 


a THE MOST POPULAR IN USE. 
p : N a Nos.: 048, 14, 130, 333, 161. 
For SALE BY Rad a. 
ESTERBROOK NCO 
Works, Camden, N.J. is yehe St Mew Sark. 
Plumber and Practical 
THOS. BAILEY (3c 72sec," 
WEBER. 


MANUFACTURER OF 


GRAND, SQUARE and UPRIGHT 


LEA IN OS. 


Prices reasonable. Terms easy. 
WAREHOOMS: 


5th Ave. and West 16th St., New York, 














GREAT GERMAN 


REMEDY 


FOR 


RHEUMATISM, 
NEURALGIA, 
SCIATICA, 
LUMBAGO, 
" BACKACHE, 


GOoOuT, 
SORENESS 


OF THE 


CHEST, 


SORE THROAT, 
QUINSY, 
SWELLINGS 


AND 


SPRAINS, 
FROSTED FEET 


AND 


EARS, 


General Bodily Pains, 
TOOTH, EAR 


AND 


HEADACHE, 


ALL OTHER PAINS 


ACHES. 


No Preparation on earth equals St. JacoBS OIL as a SAFE, 
SURK, SIMPLE and CHEAP External Remedy. A trial entails 
but the comparatively trifling outlay of 50 Cents, and every 
ono suffering with pain can have cheap and positive proof of 


its claims. y;RECTIONS IN ELEVEN LANGUAGES. 
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS AND DEALERS IN MEDICINE, 
A. VOGELER & CO. 
Baltimore, Md., U. 8. A. 
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EPPS’S COCOA. 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING. 


‘* By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws which govern 
cre operations of digestion and nutrition, and by a careful appli- 
pa.ion of the fine properties of well- selected cocoa, Mr. Epps has 
wrovided our breakfast-tables with a delicately flavored beverage 
which may save us many heavy doctors’ bills It is by the judici- 
ous use of such articles of diet that a constitution may be grad- 
ually built up until strong enough to resist every tendency to di- 
sease. Hundreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready 
to attack whereever there is a weak point. We may escape many 
a fatal shaft by keeping ourselves well fortified with pure blood 
and a properly nourished frame.— Crvt? Service Gazette. 

Sold only in soldered tins, half and pound, labelled 


JAMES EPPS & CoO., 
Homeeopathic Chemists, London, England. 


THE LIGHT-RUNNING 


The latest improvement in Sewing Machines, combining extreme 
simplicity with great strength and durability. 

Noted for fine workmanship and excellence of production. 

Does not fatigue the operator 

Send for a set of our new CHROMO CARDS. 


JOHNSON, CLARK €CO., 
30 Union Square, New York: or Orange, Mass. 








Established 1838. 


~~ & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S. 5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York, 


Bargains in every department. 

American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3 and upwards. Th -iargest assortment of 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part ofthe U. 8S. New Illustrated Price List. 











Our new Stylographic Pen (just patented), ha the 
duplex interchangeable $ polme, sect soouon mist the very latest 
ope yoment. EN CO, Room 

roadway, bg ot y its Bead Ppl phan ny 
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Satin Brocades of STYLISH COLORS 
and many beautiful patterns are offered 
by JAMES McCREERY & CO. at $1 and 
$2 a yard. 

They were purchased under pecu iarly 
favorable circumstances, and similar 
goods have heretofore sold at from $1.75 
to $3.50 a yard. 


JAMES iticCREERY€« CO. 
Broadway « ILIth St., 
New York. 
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COPVRIGKTED. 


CELEBRATED HATS. 


178 & 180 Fifth Sn} New York { 179 Broadway, near 


bet. 22d and 23d Sts. Cortlandt St., 


And PALMER HOUSE, - CHICAGO, ILL. | 


CORRECT STYLES, EXTRA QUALITY, 
LYON’S FINE SILK UMBRELL«S AND WALKING STICKS. 


LADIES’ RIDING AND WALKING HATS. 


W JOHNSTON] 
SHIRTS bas 


Also, No. 379 SIXTH AVENUE, 
Middle of Block, 23rd and 24th Sts. 


SIX DRESS SHIRTS TO MEASURE, FOR $9. 


Under Shirts and D-awers for Spring Wear, 
50 cts., '75 cts. and $1. 
Pepperell Jean Drawers (own make) 50 cts. pair. 





~~ 
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Catalogues sent on application. - 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 Broadway, near Houston Street, 
AND 
139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 
Pants to order...... .... $4. to $10. 
Suits to order.............. $15. to $40. 
Spring Over Coats from $15.00 up. 


Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. 


CRANDALL & CO., 


569 THIRD AV-NUE, NEW YORE, 
324 Fulton Street, Trooklyn. 
Established 40 Years. 


BABY CARRIAGES in Slat, Cane, Willow, and Fancy 
Woods, wholesale and retail. Goods shipped C. 0. D. 
Illustrated circulars free. American Institute premium 
for 20 years. Open evenings. 














Piatt and | are out.—R. Conkling.— Boston 
Transcript. 

THE Duke of Sutherland will hunt buffaloes, 
He has already been riding on a cow-catcher. 
—N. O. Picayune. 

You won’t find a Canadian fooiing around 
with paste or mucilage to make a postage stamp 
stick, Hesitsdown and sews the blamed thing 
on. —Detroit Free Press. 

A GREAT many Philadelphia people will be 
greatly discouraged at the discovery that the 
revised edition of the New Testament does not 
advocate a reduction of street car-fares.— 
Phila, Kronikle- Herald, 


WE don’t know where this item originated, 
but it’s good: A gentleman, calling on a farmer, 
observed: ‘‘ Mr. Jones, your clock is not quite 
right, is it?” ‘‘ Well, you see, sir,” said Mr. 
Jones, ‘‘ nobody don’t understand much about 
that clock but me. When the hands of that 
clock stand at twelve, then it strikes two, and 
then I know it’s twenty minutes to seven.”’— 
Oil City Derrick, 

[Wilmington, (Del.) Daily Republican. ] 

Mrs. Adam Grubb, 231 Walnut Street, has been a 
great sufferer for a number of years from extreme pain in 
the feet, something like rheumatism. She was also very 
much troubled with corns and bunions. It was with 
great difficulty that she could walk, and sometimes when 
she would visit her husband’s shoe store or any of her 
children, she could not get home again without assistance, 
and often when she was walking along the streets she 
would be seized with such acute pain that she was com- 
pelled to stop in at the neighbors on the way until she 
got better. Some two weeks ago she heard of the won- 
derful cures St. Jacobs Oil was effecting and she at once 
commenced to use it and experienced great relief imme- 
diately. ‘The pains have left her feet and ankles and the 
inflammation has left the corns and bunions. She is now 
tripping up to her hushand’s shoe store and out to see her 
children without experiencing any pain. 


Send one, two, three, or five dcl- 
lars for a sample box, by express, of 
the best Candies in America, pat up 
elegantly and strictly pure. Reters 
to all Chicago. Address, 


C.F GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Madison Street, Chicago. 











There is no one article known tha: will do so many kinds 
of work in and about the house and do it so well as 





Sapont? 


(Each cake is wrapped in Tin Foil, and surrounded with Ultra- 
marine Blue Band, and bears the above devise.) Always note this. 
A Cake of Sapolio, a Bow! of Water and a Brush, Cloth or 

Sponge, will make 

HOUSE CLEANING an easy and quick job-- 
WILL CLEAN PAINT and all painted surfaces — 
WILL CLEAN MARBLE, Mantles, Tables and Statuary— 
WILL CLEAN OIL CLOTHS, Floors, Shelves, &¢ — 
WILL CLEAN BATH TUBS, Wash Basins, &c. — 
WILL CLEAN CROCKERY, Glassware, &c. —- 
WILL CLEAN KITCHEN UTENSILS, of all kinds 
WILL CLEAN WINDOWS without splashing of water— 
WILL POLISH TIN, Brass and Copperwares— 
WILL POLISH KNIVES, as you wash them— 
WILL POLISH all Metal Surfaces and 
WILL CLEAN all Household Articlese—AND IS 
BETTER AND CHEAPER than Soap, 

Emery, Rotten Stone, Etc. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS/ 
DO YOUR OWN PRINTIN 


Presses and outfits from $38 to $500 
Over 2,000 styles of type. Catalogue and 
reduced price list free. 


H. HOOVER, Phila., Pa. 


DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess. 
162 W. 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves. N. Y. 


















ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


PARIS COSTUMES. 


Will offer for the balance of the season 
French Suits, Cloaks, Carriage Wraps and 
Toilets suitable ior summer resorts, &c., at 
givatly reduced prices. Also, those of their 
own manufacture. Great inducements in 
Misses’ French Pattern Suits and Sacques 
(this season’s importation) and a large as- 
sortment of Imported Corsets from the most 
celebrated makers. 


BROADWAY & 1th STREET. 


ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & CO, 


Gentlemen’s Furnishing Department. 
The latest London and Paris Styles in Neck- 
wear, Dress Shirts, Collars and Cutts, ready 
made or to order. Travelling, Boating and 
Negligee Fangy Flannel Shirts, Pajamas in 
Silk, Cheviot and Flannels. Bath and 
Steamer Robes, &c. Also, a fine stock of 


Cloth Lap Robes. 


BROADWAY & 10th STREET. 
THE ORGUIN ETTE 














MUSIC- PRODUCING IN 


MOST WONDERFUL 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD 


Is THE 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 

Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world, 


oe - « 
No. 831 Broadway, 
Between 12th and i3th Sts., NEW YORK, 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co., 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees. @%~ Send for Circular. 


I a7 “ORGANS 18 useful stops, 
BEATTY S only $65. Pianos. $125 up. 


nell : 
Illus. Catalogue, Frer. Address, BLATT Y, Washington, N. J. 





; sets reeds, 








CANVASSERS Make from $2 to 3% per week selling 
goods for E.G. RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay Street, New 
York. Send for Catalogue and terms. 


H. WALDSTEIS, 


EXPERT OPTICIAN, 


«Union Square, New York. 
Ives Firrep with Surrance Grasses. Consultation, i quiry 
and correspondence solicited from those whose sight is impaired. 
Fietp, Marisk, ( pera and Jourt ts Gia ses of superior 
quality, and a choice assortment of Optica Goons at moderate 
prices. Art'fic: | Human Eyes. Send f r Catalogre. 








LIBRARY TABLES, BOOKCASES, &c., 
MANUFACTURED BY 
T. G. SELLEW, 
111 FULTON ST., NEW YORE. 
Agents for the CELEBRATED WOOTON DESK. 
Fine Desks fcr Home Use. Revo ving Boc kcases. 
The Bicycle has proved itself to be a perma- 
nent, practical road vehicle, and the number 


~ 
KW 
in daily use is rapidly increasing. Professional A\ A 
and business men, seekers after health or pleas > 
ure, all join in bearing witness to its merits. 














COLUMILUiA BICYCLE. 













—_ ———] 

FF r ~~ 
Send 3c. stamp for catalogn” with price list Ze 
THE POPE M’'F’°G CO., Uf {\\ a 


46 Summer St., Boston, Mass. 
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RAND UNION HOTEL 


SARATOGA SPRINGS, N. Y., 


OPENS JUNE 11TH, 1881. 


Srenry Clair. 


KOSTER & BIAL 


removed from Tribune Building 
AND 


OPENED 


A First-Class Restaurant 


29 & 31 Park Place, 


COR. CHURCH ST., NEW YORK. 


DECKER'S 











POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second had tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY,NEW YORK. 


CHAMPLIN’S 
LIQUID PEARL. 


Testimonials of Distinguished Ladies: 
LOTTA.—For the futore I shall use no other. 
JANAUSCHEK.—Superior to the one I bring from Paris. 
TITIENS.—Your Liquid Pearl is an exceilent cosmetic. 
MRS. D. P. BOWERS.—I'ree from injurious effects. 
PATTI .—Send five dozen of your Liquid Pearl. 
CUMMINS. —I consider it without comparison. 


THE GREAT SUMMER DRINKS. 


Refreshing and Invigorating. 


CANTRELL & COCHRANE'S 


DUBLIN AND BELFAST 


GINGER ALE 


CLUB SODA. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. See that the Cork is 
branded ‘‘ Cantrell & Cochrane Dublin and Belfast.”’ 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of f 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER.§ 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
Spgeciat ATTENTION Parp To Orpers WITH NAME 
Biown In Tue Botrttes. 


A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 
185 Bowery, New York. 


CT BRz 
oS Ps lth & Oxford on Pp, 


4 1 HILADELPHIA. 




















Sonal 
que @ep Bo, 


Is especially adapted for 
Bottling and Export. 








SoME men must be funny; it seems a part of 
their nature, and they can no more help it than 
they can help breathing. Occasionally their 
fun is not considered quite so funny by others. 
Here is an instance: A sedate looking, though 
somewhat rustic, individual got into a Berkeley 
horse-car with a bag anda gun. A facetious 
student thought he'd draw the rustic out, and 
appear before two students riding with him in 
the rdle of a wit. ‘‘ What have you got there, 
sir?” said the joker. ‘‘ Clams,” was the laconic 
reply. ‘‘Find ’em very difficult shooting ?” 
queried the student, with a sly wink at his 
friends, and a side glance at the gun. The 
rustic looked the youth well over before reply- 
ing; when he did reply it was to this effect: 
“I don’t find ’em half as easy to shoot as it 
would be to shoot you out of this car.” ‘The 
joker smiled not, and silence prevailed until 
the rustic had got out; then this cultured wit 
of the University explained that it required a 
cultured mind to appreciate a fine joke. ‘The 
girls, however, pinched each other’s arms and 
said nothing.—S. J’, News Letter. 

AN entire new Cabinet has been formed in 
Italy. As not one of the members plays a 
hand organ it has the confidence of the Ameri- 
can public.—Phila, Kronikle-Herald. 





[Cambridgeport, (Mass.) American Protestant.] 

A lady friend of ours called the other day and stated 
that her husband had seen St. Jacobs Oil advertised in 
our paper; he used it for rheumatism and was convinced 
of its merits. 





No danger. German Corn Remover is harmless, but it always 
cures, 25 cents. Sold by druggists. 


CatlHSchultzs 


Carbonte. 


Selters§ Vichy. 


860 BROADWAY, N. Y. 


The Three Standard Table Waters. 


Highly Sparkling and Absolutely Pure. 
Unsurpasss d as Diluents for Wines and Liquors. 
he Favorite Table Drink of a Host of Families 

including Over Two Hundred of the Principal 
Physicians. 

For Sale in all Hotels, Clubs, Wine Rooms and 
Drug Stores, 

Shipped in Boxes of 50 Large Bottles to all 
Parts of the Country. 


BEWARE OF COU NTERFEITS! 


Angostura 
Bitters. 


An excellent appetizing tonic, of exquisit 
flavor, now used over the whole world, cures 
Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, and 
all disorders of the Digestive Organs. A few 
drops impart a delicious flavor to a glass of 
champagne. Try it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for the genuine 
article, manufactured by 

Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SOUS, 





Angostura Bitters. 
Dr. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS, 
SoLte MANUFACTURERS. 
J. W. HANCOX, 
Sole Agent, 
NEW YORE. 





s orrene 51 BROADWAY, 





LYONS’ UMBRELLAS 
are stamped ‘‘Lyon, Maker,”’ and are only for sale by first-class 
dealers. 
CHEW! CHEW! 
GOLD COIN TOBACCO. 


A. S. Flandrau & Co. 














Fine Carriages. 


The Largest Stock in the City. 
The Lowest Prices for Cash. 


ROCKAWAYS, LANDAUS BROUGHAMS, 
VICTORIAS, PHATONS, ROAD WAGONS. 


372 & 374 Broome Street. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS, 
GLOVES, UMBRELLAS, UNDERWEAR, &c. 


Samples and Circulars mailed free. 
KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 
STORES: 

3193 Broadway., bet. 28th and 2oth Sts.l y y 41 Fulton St. 
617 Broadway LN. Y. { . srooklyn, 5 








m IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 
heme North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 


New York, Southampton & Bremen 
Sailing every Saturday. 







-Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
General Werder. .Sat., June 4th | RHEIN. Saturday, June 18th 
DONAU Saturday, June 11th | NECKAR..Saturday, June 25th 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $-o. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Stee. age Certincates, $28 
OELRICH5 & CO., General Agents, No 2 Bowing Green. 








Anheuser-Busch Brewing-Assoc'D. 


ST. LOUIS, Mo. 


We are now receiving daily shipments of this Brewery’s 
celebrated Beer which is finding so much favor at the Metropolitan 
Concert Hall, and in all places where it is sold. Dealers who 
wish to keep it will please apply to 


A.C. L: & 0. MEYER, Sole Agents, 


49 Broad Street, NEW YORK. 


D. G. YUENGLING, JR.’S 


EXTRA FINE 


DOUBLE BEER 


competes with the best of Imported Brands. 


BREWERY, 
NEWLY BUILT, WITH Alt a MODERN IMPROVE: 
{ENTS, 


Cor. 128th St. and 10th Ave., N. Y. 
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JAMES M. BELL «& CO., 


31 Broadway, New York. 
Price, Per Cage, (One Dosen).........00sser.000¢ $6.00 





* JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 
INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 

Y And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY. ETC. 


Fully illustrated, bound in cloth. Price 25 
ents. SENT TO ANY PART OF THE U.S. 
ON TIE RECEIPT OF 3Q0c¢ POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
1S Ann St. New York. 


JOSEPH GILLOTTS 
STEEL PENS 


SotoBrALl OEALERS THRouGHour Ine WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878 














d h a s Ww 
$5 to $20 } «Row Pally © lat ee 





$72 A WEEK £12 a day at home easily made. Costly outfit 
free. duress ‘I rue & ( o., Augusta, Maine. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


STYLES ARE CORRECT!! 





KNOX, 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
- ““Martin’s” Umbrellas. 


THE HATTER’s | ee ireign Novelties 





QUALITY—THE BEST!! “= 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EY AQ "¥"*&% can be found in every city in the U. S. 





ESTABLISHED 1840. 


JONES 


35 COMPLETE DEPARTMENTS. 


Personal and Housekeeping Outfits furnished. 


SUITS AND CLOAKS. 
BOYS’ SUITS. 

FANCY GOODS. 
DOMESTICS . a2 UNDERWE AR 
“es oe . * _ < . 
LINENS. oe t e LACES. 
»* JONES *, 

* * 
* Eighth Avenue Eighth Avenue a 
AND 
e Nineteenth Street. Nineteenth Street. a 


* _ 
*. JONES ,* 


SHOES 7 % CUTLERY. 


SILKS AND SATINS. a 
DRESS GOODS. * 


MILLINERY. 











UPHOLSTERY. # Pa CROCKERY. 
FURNITURE. * * GLASSWARE 
LACE CURTAINS. * x REFRIGERATORS. 


CARPETS, RUGS, ETC. . House Furntsuinc Goons 


MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT A SPECIALTY. 
Prompt Attention to all Requests. 


UNEGUALLED INDUCEMENTS TO OUT OF TOWN RESIDENTS. 


SAMPLES SENT FREE. 
CATALOGUES SENT TO ANY ADDRESS. 


JONES ir scm ov JONES 


Bewnre of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu 
able medicinal properties in all cases of Bowel complaints: 
a sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &e. A 
fine cordial in itself, if taken pure. Itis also most excellent 
‘or mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively 
the cheapest Bitters in existence. 

L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agent, P. 0. Pex 1029. 78 Jchn S+ 1 

















THE tN eer 


That Acts at the Same Time on 


The Liver, the Bowels, 
and the Kidneys. 


These great organs are the natural cleansers 
of the system. If they work well, health will be 
perfect; if they become clogged dreadful dis- 
eases are sure to follow with 


TERRIBLE SUFFERING. 


Biliousness, Headache, Dyspepsia, Jaundice, 
Constipation, Piles, "K idne Complaints, 
Gravel, Diabetes, Rheumatic ins or Aches. 
are developed because the blood is enet with 
the humors that should be e: naturally. 


KIDNEY-WORT WILL RESTORE 


p— 2 healt agtion and all these destroying 
will nished; neglect them and you 
will i live but to oo 
Thousands have beencured. Try it ong you 
will add one more tothe number. Take 
health wilonce more gladden your — 
Why suffer longer froméhe torment ofanaching back? 
Why bear such distress from Constipation and Piles4 
Kwwyey-Wort will cure you. me apackageet 
once and be satisfied. 


a Iti in le Form, in 
tin Cane Gos package. Dry Voge po te ES 
of medicine. Ako in se Liquid Form, very Con- 

















centrated for those who canno iy P repare 
it. It acts with equal ote Pete AY either form. 
YOUR DRUGGIS E $1.00. 


WELLS, erties & 2. Prop’s; 
(Willsend the dry post-paid.) BURLINGTON, VT. 


a Xe 1+ Se 1+ > 














SomME of the news sent to this country by 
cable is so startling that nervous people should 
not be permitted to read it. For instance, we 
were lately informed that the brooch lost by 
Baroness Burdett-Coutts at the Queen’s ‘‘ draw- 
ing room” was found on ‘Tuesday at Bucking- 
ham palace. It is hoped the agent on this side 
of the water has informed the Britishers that 
the dollar store ear-ring lost by Norah Jane 
Duffy was found next morning clinging to the 
left lappel of a young man’s coat. Norah Jane 
has friends over there who would be pleased to 
know that the lost jewel was recovered.—Jor- 
ristown Herald. 





A Loving Joke. 





A prominent physician of Pittsburgh said jokingly to a lady 
patient who was complaining of her continued ill health, and of 
his inability to cure her: ‘‘ Try Hop Bitters!’” The lady took it 
in earnest and used the Bitters, from which she obtained perma- 
nent health. She now laughs at the doctor for his joke, but he is 
not, so well pleased with it, as it cost him a good patient.—Ha> 
risburgh Patriot. 
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The above is a faithful illustration of avery pretly 
wrapper, of which we are now selling an immense 
number, both in New York City, and in all parts of 
the country, It its made of Merrimack print, with 
Princess back, and trimmed with bordering. 

This wrapper would ordinarily be considered cheap 
at $1.50. It has been sold asarare bargain at 
$1.25. Weare now offering wt for 


ONE DOLLAR. 


EHRICHS: 


Eighth Ave. & 24th &t., 


NEW YORK. 





b. Hley & 


Grand and Allen Sts., N. Y. 
IMMENSE PURCHASES 


Straw Goods. 


THE WEATHER HAS BROUGHT 
Prices All Down!! Down!! 
FINE BLACK FRENCH 


CHIPS, 32 Cts. 


VERY FINE FRENCH CHIPS, 590. 
EXTRA FINE FRENCH CHIPS, 79c. 


IMPORTERS’ SAMPLES OF FINE LACE HATS, 67c. 


ROUGH-AND-READY BRAIDS, at 19 ots. 
NEW SHAPES, at 27 ots. 
ALL COLORS, at 41 cts. 


LARGEST ASSORTMENT OF THE FINEST BRAIDS, 
AND MOST NOVEL STYLES AND SHAPES 
IN THIS CITY, ABOUT 


HALF LAST WEEK’S PRICES. 


SAILOR HATS, FULLY TRIMMED, 19 cts. 

CAPE MAY BROAD-LEAF SAILOR, 23 cts. 

THE CUNARD AND WHITE STAR, 43 cts., 49 cts. 
CHILDREN’S TRIMMED HATS. 


$1.79, $2.10, $2.97, $3.17, up. 


BOYS’ HATS, 


+» 35C-y 45C-, O5C., UP. 


PARASOLS 


CHILDREN’S, 25c., 35¢., 45¢., Up 

BROCADES AND BROCADES AND LACES §2, $2.50, #3, 
$3.50, up. 

TWILLED SILKS §1.25, $1.38, $1.50, $1.75, $2, up 


E, RIDLEY & SONS, 


309, 311, 31112 Grand Street, 


58, 60. 62, 64, 66, 68 AND 70 ALLEN ST. 





‘Lhe following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, 21 and 23 Warren Street, at 10 cents per copy : 
Nos. 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 14, 15, 16, 17, 19, 21. 
22,25, 26, 37, 88, 89, 40, 41, 47, 58, 56, 79, 86. 





S66 a week in your own town. Terms and §5 outfit free, ” 
Address H. Harrett & Co., Portland, Maine. 


NGERSOLL'S LECTURES 3) c8impiete lectures 


1.50. Sent free by mail. Philip V. King, Chicago, LIL 


S. ©. M. C. 


The New and Reliable Style of 


L__ AMERICAN ‘STAR’ SOFT CAPSULES 


ASK FOR 
S-C-M-C—Retailed by all Druggists. 
Note Tin Box, Blue Wrapper, with Star 
Monogram, 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two speons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address v ith stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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A Great Saving of Food 
at Our Boarding House. 
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New BIBLES 
For Save! 





No Change of 
Heart—a Change 
of Business. 











Nove. READER:—The plot is about the same. 





OPFICE OF PUCK 23 WARREN ST. NEW YORK 


THE REVISED 


MAYER, MERKEL & CTTMANN LITHGG. 23-25 WAHREN ST.NY 


BIBLE BOOM. 














